Now, I am neither wearing a tin foil hat nor dressed like Napoleon — birds are very entertaining creatures. 


The Calvary Arrives Just in Time. °*’ 
Recently, I watched a flock of crows’ rescue a pigeon firmly in the clutches of a red tailed hawk. The 
squab was perched, dozing on a fence. Suddenly a hawk swooped down and snatched it up, intent on 
taking this plump morsel to dinner as a main course. Evidently ‘ol red miscalculated the weight of this 
very fat bird for both went to the ground under a tree. Normally, that squab would be the main course for a 
hungry hawk but luck was with it. In the tree perched a flock of crows. Caw-caw-caw went the alarm cry 
as all of them proceeded to dive bomb the hawk until releasing its prey. Crows are good-sized birds with 
stout, sharp beaks they use very well. Between that and their numbers, the hawk while preoccupied with 
them inadvertently liberated its intended dinner. It is an understatement to say that pigeon left in a hurry: it 
escaped as if the devil was biting its backside. When it was safely out of reach, the flock of crows broke 
off their attack and resumed doing whatever they were in their tree. The hawk made haste flying away 
hungry and agitated. Some days it is pigeon, some days it is feathers with a little crow on the side. 


Want Fries with That? 


Where I live development is forcing wildlife into local neighborhoods. One afternoon I watched a red 
tailed hawk snatch up a wirehaired terrier to make poochie-sushi for dinner. Probably, the terrier escaped 
from its yard. It was running down a sidewalk exploring its newfound freedom when what next happened. 
Suddenly, a red tailed hawk swooped down, snatched up the dog, regained airborne with two or three hard 
flaps and gracefully flew away with dinner squirming in its talons. Total time less than 30 seconds. This 
adds another dimension to and sets a new record for ‘Take-Out.’ Hey, Hawk, want a super sized drink and 
fries with your sushi? 


Yard birds. 
I have a bird feeder situated in the back yard, viewable from my bedroom window. I 
keep meaning to remove it but always find budget for another bag of wild bird food. 
Watching them has taught me a lot. Birds are smart, resourceful, opportunists and help 
one another. For a time after putting it up, they would steal food from each other 
especially those on the ground that because of size or pecking order could not access the 
feeder. It stopped after a few dominant sparrows began kicking food onto the ground for 
everyone else. When satisfied there was enough to go around they would either begin 
eating at the feeder or join the ground flock. One or two stand guard until relieved of 
duty to eat. All had enough to eat without stealing, fighting or bickering in any way. The 
flock consists of many different species: blue jays, grackles, doves, pigeons, sparrows, 
cardinals, ‘got-no-ass-at-all’ birds — more on those in a minute - and many other kinds I 
cannot name. The number and types vary by season but there are regulars consisting of 
sparrows and doves. Common to this area is a little black bird with a bright orange bill 
and no tail feathers save a couple about a quarter of an inch long. It has no ass hence, I 
named it the ‘got-no-ass-at-all’ bird. Disclaimer: For anyone who finds ‘ass’ offensive 
here is my take on it. If some dude in a bible story can beat people up with the “‘jawbone 
of an ‘ass’ without offending anybody then I expect reciprocity when writing about a bird 
without one. A reason for the short tail is so it can catch dinner in tall grass. On a warm 


afternoon, I mused about ten minutes watching one chase a grasshopper across the lawn. 
Single-mindedly the bird ran zigzagging after it finally capturing its squirming prize. 
Hunger is not only the best of seasoning but also a powerful motivator. Long tails slow 
birds that have them just enough to sometimes allow escape of a potential supper. If 
humankind would learn and practice mannerisms from other creatures that exist with us 
the world would be a better place in which to live, methinks. Eating bugs is a personal 
option though. 


After reading my forethoughts - maybe I will go find that roll of tin foil. From all of us 
here at the crackerbox palace, where the nice people in white coats have a wrench to fit 
every nut, rubber rooms, clean hair shirts and Thorazine drips, until next time happy bird 
watching. © 


